CHAPTER  IX
PROTEST
WHITHER had Reason fled? After hovering here and there, wistful and unregarded, behind the diplomats' arm-chairs, had she left Europe altogether? Had this furtive spinning of preparations reduced her to utter despair? Padded double doors closing with muffled sound, diplomatic hands which meet and part hastily, the rustle of code-books, the chirp of telephones, the rolling and unrolling of staff maps, the false smiles of all these lords and kings ? Was she weary of the silent destroyers, at work behind the closed doors of old palaces on little infernal machines which they will set' off punctually at the destined hour to overwhelm the Continent with thunderous destruction? Hopeless, Reaspn has left the Cabinets and gone into the street|ff            f
The cities are in uproar. Reason has mingled among the millions, now that the twenty or thirty men who were Europe's lords have forsaken them; among the nameless, now that the great lords with the long names have betrayed them. Now she stings the slaves to protest. They are ready, they need no persuasion. Sullen and sweating, they mutter; behind the lathes and benches, the boilers and steam-hammers, the engines and rollers, they listen to the news the papers bring them of threatening tempest. But in the evening they stroll out of the grey tenements, the airless, narrow slums, into the brilliant quarters of the rich; here a group of friends, there a man with his wife-— arid without plan or purpose, thousands of other strollers like themselves meet at the busy street corners where, as the glass doors of the cafes swing to and fro, the sound of music'mingles with the roar of the street without. There they meet, weary but excited; strangers to one and yet familiar; the same clothes, the same 103ifying influences set to work at Petersbttrg^ after it has been established in advance- through  Austria® assurances   that   no annexation ft contemplated" m   "Possible general representations of th$ Powers at Vienna
